AH, WILDERNESS !
love the sand, and the trees, and the grass, and the water
and the sky, and the moon . . . it's all in me and I'm
in it . . . God, it's so beautiful ! (He stands staring at
the moon with a rapt face. From the distance the Town
Hall clock begins to strike. This brings him back to earth
with a start?) There's nine now. . . . (He peers at
the path apprehensively^ I don't see her . . . she must
have got caught. . . . (Almost tearfully?) Gee, I hate
to go home and catch hell . . . without having seen her !
. . . (Then calling a manly cynicism to his aid?] Aw, who
ever heard of a woman ever being on time. . . . I
ought to know enough about life by this time not to
expect . . . (Then with sudden excitement?) There she
comes now. . . . Gosh ! (He heaves a huge sigh of
relief—then recites dramatically to himself, his eyes on the
approaching figure?)
" And lo my love, mine own soul's heart, more dear
Than mine own soul, more beautiful than God,
Who hath my being between the hands of her	"
(Then hastily?) Mustn't let her know I'm so tickled.
... I ought to be about that first letter, anyway . . .
if women are too sure of you, they treat you like slaves
... let her suffer, for a change. . . . (He starts to
stroll around with exaggerated carelessness, turning his back
on the path, hands in pockets, whistling with insouciance
" Waiting at the Church"
(Muriel McComber enters from down the path, left
front. She is fifteen, going on sixteen. She
is a pretty girl with a plump, graceful little
figure, fluffy, light-brown hair, big naive won-
dering dark eyes, a round, dimpled face, a
melting drawly voice. Just now she is in a
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